There is no other sight can fill the eyes

that at your beauty's first attack surrendered
most willingly to the dear enemies

who, as their terms of peace, enchantment tendered.
But since your radiance in your cruelties

and in the pain, sweet tiger, you engendered
is so advanced, it seems that you despise

capitulation in the heart you plundered,
I had so long to love's employ been strange

for all but peerless you, whose only rival
is your own beauty, that to imagine change

were almost to deny the heart's survival.
For you rny soul do so impenetrate
that to look elsewhere were not love but hate.
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